"... and that's why you'll never have a girlfriend," my roommate finished as he headed out the door. "Remember what I said, OK, Flannery?"

I nodded tiredly, the way I always did. "Yup, no problem. Thank you for your insight."

Cal smiled, the sarcasm perhaps lost on him. I wouldn't have been surprised. Not a lot of watts, but plenty of volts, as they said. Figures I'd end up stick with a guy like him at college. Kismet, karma... idiot justice, whatever you called it. Cal was too dim to feel annoyed by it, which made it even worse. Cal really thought he was nice, and most of the time he really WAS nice. He was just also infuriatingly annoying. The fact he was handsome, popular, and well-laid didn't do anything to make me feel better

I waved as Cal headed out, probably to meet another anonymous girl for more anonymous sex. I wondered if Cal even attended classes anymore... shrugging, I turned back to my laptop, the only real piece of hardware in the room that was mine. The stereo, the tv, the couch, the beer fridge... all the rest was Cal's. Figured he was wealthy, too, I thought. It's not like his life was hard enough yet. He wasn't even in the dorm long enough to use it very often. Still, if I ever had opportunity to bring a girl back here, it would be pretty sweet, with the couch and the TV and the stereo...

Yeah, right.

I tried checking my webmail but, as usual, the internet connection through the college was being bitchy, and all I could get was the local intranet. I sighed again, and as bored as I was, I figured I'd surf it for a while. It had several sections for students, but most were irritating, or flodded with advertisments, or just downright stupid. Did anyone think the Square-Dancing club needed it's own forum?

I checked the personal I had placed on the local Personals page... anonymously, of course. Still no replies. Oh well, I thought... it's only been three months, right? I have to give these things time. Despondent (my usual state of being these days), I perused the other ones. As usual, most of them were "Guys looking for fuckbuddy", or "Hot babe looking for fuckbuddy". Not his type, either way. There were a few other ones that seemed more thought out, but one in particular caught his eye, a phrase he'd never expected to see at his college...

"More than a girl, I'm a Doug Winger fan!"

No way that could be the Doug Winger he was thinking of.... no way.

No way.

The anonymous username that had been used to post the personal was "WingerGirl". I clicked the link, and kept reading.

<blockquote>"I've been here for four months, and so far I've been too afraid to get close to anyone. I'm not your average girl, and in the past it hasn't helped me with my love life. I'm single, and I'm lonely, but I'm not going to tell you who I am just yet. I am looking for someone nice to chat with on here, to get to know first, and then maybe... we'll see where it goes. PASSWORD: Send me your favorite DW picture!" </blockquote>

I blinked. It had to be a gag, there wouldn't be any DW fans here... certainly not female ones! I checked the date.... yesterday. It was recent!

Well, I thought... this is an anonymous message board. There's not much risk here.... and it would be nice to talk to a girl about this sort of thing, even if it turned out to be a guy (it always did). Still, I had to send a good pic, to prove I was a Winger fan, and not some mindless person replying to every personal there was. I tried to find one that he liked a lot, but wasn't too 'large' or offensive, just in case she was one of the people who only liked the moderately-sized girls. In the end, I settled on the cute girl in the pink bikini.... the hugely overstuffed pink bikini. Definitely one of my favorites... I'd have it as a wall poster if I thought it wouldn't get me beaten up and ostracized.

"Hi there," I wrote. "I saw your personal ad, and just had to reply. I have been a Doug Winger fan for years now, and I never thought I'd be so lucky as to meet a fan here at college! Please find attached a picture to prove I'm a real fan, and I'd love to chat with you sometime."

Hmm... I had to find a way to sign it, that couldn't be traced back to me. Well, there wasn't much for it, I guess! "Sincerely, WingerGuy". Couldn't get much more appropriate than that, I figured, given her username! I hit send, and spent a long minute staring at the screen. It occurred to me too late, as always, that the network people would probably see all traffic, see the picture and my IP address, which might be registered with my name somewhere.

Oh, super.

Well, what's done was done. I had put myself out there, probably embarrassed myself, and the standard rule of "99% Of Internet Women Are Men" did not bode very well... but it wasn't like I was already having the time of my life at college. I carefully erased my laptop's history, shut everything down, and decided to go for a walk. I suddenly felt like I needed fresh air.

-----------------

It was hours later. I let myself back into the dorm room. As usual, no Cal. He usually straggled in sometime after midnight, and then despite my feigning of sleep and complete disinterest, he would proceed to tell me how his night had gone. I'd have kicked him in the face by now if he wasn't so nice. Maybe next week.

Still tasting the mediocre pizza from the campus pizza joint, I sat down at the little crappy desk and opened up my laptop. It was late, and I was mostly just interested in checking my mail, seeing how my forums were doing, maybe check the latest Colbert clips on YouTube. I fired up the browser, and was pleased to see Google come up. The internet was working! Whoopee!

And yet, something posessed me to check the local intranet first. I went to the college homepage, then clicked "Message Boards", and then logged into my anonymous account, and....

... and, breathlessly, noticed that I had a message. Four months at college, three months on this board, and I finally had a reply! I clicked "Inbox", and my heart skipped a bit when I saw it was a message from WingerGirl.

"Holy crap," I said. I hesitated to move my mouse to the message, for fear it would vanish. I hadn't really expected a reply, but there it was. Still, it was probably a guy. It was always a guy. I clicked.

<blockquote> "Dear WingerGuy,

Hi there! Good name! I didn't expect to get a reply so fast, or even at all! For obvious reasons, I won't tell you who I am just yet. Suffice to say, I've had some bad experiences meeting guys who didn't know about me, or just thought that they did. So, let's get our chat on here, and see where we go!

What sort of music do you like? Seen any good movies lately?

Yours,

WingerGirl"</blockquote>

I sat.

I stared.

I typed.

-----------------------------

It was nearing Christmas Vacation.... one week to go, actually. I had been chatting with WingerGirl online every night now for two weeks, and what had started as some idle questions about music and movies had developed into huge discussions about our favorite films, politics, beer, religion, Doug Winger artwork, misconceptions from 'normal' people, and, of course... pizza. It was college, after all.

Every day, I looked forward to seeing what she had written. I kept scanning faces in my classes, trying to see who, guy or girl, WingerGirl was, but I couldn't tell. I hoped it was one of the cute ones, personally, but the realistic part of my mind kept thinking it was some other nerdy guy like me. Even so, it was fun, and the tiny spark of hope always flared when I read what she had to say that night.

Many times, she had alluded to not just being a futa girl herself, but also a very large one, but then she shied away if my questions became too direct. I didn't mind... if she was a futa at all, it was a win situation. If she was big, it was simply all the better.

Cal had been busy now that the snow was flying outside, and I mostly had the dorm to myself. I let myself in, fresh from the library where I was working on my Christmas reports, and trying hard not to be distracted by thoughts of what WingerGirl had to say tonight. I fired up the laptop, clicked my bookmark (it saved time!), and went to the inbox. Yay! There was her nightly message!

I clicked.

<blockquote> "Dear Sweet WingerGuy,

Well, we're getting close to Christmas here, aren't we? Gosh, it's going to be so wierd going home for the week. I don't really want to go home, you know... my parents are boring, none of my friends will be there, since they're all at different colleges. I might just stay here, wrap myself in a fluffy blanket, and enjoy the snow.

Before you go home for Christmas, though, I'd like to see who it is I've been spending two of the best weeks of my virtual life with. I know you read these every night, so if you want, I'm going to be at the Campus don't joint until eleven. You'll know who I am by the blue sweater.

If you don't make it, we'll try for tomorrow, but I've never been good at patience!

Hugs,

WingerGirl"</blockquote>

I stared. My right side had gone all tingly. Was this a joke? I checked the timestamp... she'd written this two hours ago. It was ten thirty already... I'd spent a late night at the library, and hadn't expected to have to MEET anyone! I started to type a reply, then thought against it. No time! I quickly changed my shirt, ran a hand through my hair, quickly tossed some mouthwash through me, and headed out the door.

In half an hour, unbeknownst to me, I'd be meeting the woman of my dreams.

______
END OF CHAPTER 1
______




Ten forty-five. I was a little out of breath, and not just because of the quick sprint over to the pub. I had decided that it was better to sprint over and then spend a few minutes catching my breath, than to walk over and potentially miss the girl of my dreams. Of course, paranoid fool that I was, I was also half-expecting this to be just a prank, a gag, and as soon as I walked up to the girl in the blue sweater, a bunch of footballers would start hooting and hollering and announcing to the world that I had a thing for chicks with... well, you know.

Making sure my breath was caught, my clothes were in order, my hair was moderately under control, and that I wasn't about to pass out, I opened the pub door and walked in as suavely as I could manage. It was pretty well crowded, given that it was Friday, and the last Friday for a lot of students before they went home. I glanced around and saw three blue shirts pretty quickly (my brain can move pretty fast when it wants to, it just doesn't usually want to). Eventually, I got my frontal lobes to narrow it down to the only one wearing a sweater. She was facing away from me, so all I could see was dark brown hair streaked through with golden blond. I swallowed hard, my stomach alight with butterflies, my feet tingling, my eyes sweating, my pockets hurting... and headed through the pub.

Closer and closer I got, and more and more nervous I became. I swore everyone in the pub was staring at me. I blinked to uncross my eyes, I wiped my palms on my shirt. I was having a hard time breathing. I almost tripped on the smooth, flat floor. Get ahold of yourself, I thought fiercely. If you screw this up, I'll never forgive you. I knew I was serious.

For some reason, I thought of Cal, and wondered what he'd have to say about all this. Probably something about how I was doomed to fail. The thought made me stop for a moment... just a moment.

And then she turned around, and I stopped dead.

The dark curls of streaked hair framed a wide, gorgeous face, clearly of Japanese descent, if not birth. Her eyes were huge mahogany pools, a stray wisp of hair partly covering her left. Ruby-red lips pursed into a delicate moue, and then slowly parted into a gentle, bashful smile. I'm lucky she didn't have a flower in her hair... that much perfection in one place could very well have killed me.

For what felt like hours, but was closer to three seconds, we stared at eachother, her smile growing imperceptibly, a blush rising VERY perceptibly in my cheeks, to the point that I thought my hair was going to catch fire. I had to say something, I had to say anything, I had to act or I was going to stay in that position forever, because everything else had to be downhill. She saved me from my untimely death, though.

"Winger?"

The spell broken, but now feeling ashamed and embarassed now that the word was out in the open, and quite literally between me and her, what could I do? I nodded dumbly, not wanting to take a step forwards. It had all gone wrong, she was grossed out, she was just doing this to test me, the jocks would jump out and start laughing any second now, I knew it...

Instead, she beckoned me with one delicate hand, tilting her head at the vacant seat at her table. "You should probably sit down, you look like you need a doctor."

Moving entirely on instinct, I moved to the other chair and sat. I really wanted to blink, but my face seemed to be paralyzed. She was beyond gorgeous, she was somewhere past goddess, and she was WAY too fuckin' beautiful to be sitting here, talking to a big, clumsy, mildly out-of-shape geek like me. I couldn't even look her in the eye, my gaze kept slipping either to the table, or to the menus on the wall. What was I doing here?

Her smile became a half-frown, and my heart seized. "I was wondering if you had stood me up.... are you ok?"

Finally, I found my guts, and nodded. "Yeah, sorry, I'm just... you know, a little nervous, and... and you're really good looking, and..."

There was a few seconds of lag, and then my brain caught up to my mouth. "I mean..."

She blushed, and lowered her eyes, her hand covering her mouth (which, I think, smiled just a little.) "Thank you," she said quietly. We both seemed to be having some sort of nervous breakdown, which I think made it easier for me to be brave.

"It's really good to finally meet you," I said, and she nodded her head in agreement. I glanced down and noticed that she was drinking something fruity and blue. I flagged down a passing waitress, and ordered a vodka-lemon for me, and another one of whatever she was drinking, which was apparently called a Blue Palace.

For a few moments, we were once again speechless. I glanced up and chuckled, tenting my fingers. "Sorry to leave you waiting here so long, I didn't get your message until about fifteen minutes ago..."

She blinked. "You got it fifteen minutes ago? What did you do, sprint here?"

I started to answer, and then stared at my drink again. Her laughter was like crystals tapping together in the wind. "That may be the most gallant thing a guy has ever done for me," she said, her eyes huge and mysterious. I looked up, and I was lost in them.

"So.... uhm... how's your night going?"


---------------------
- End Of Part 2 -
---------------------


For close to an hour it was just like we were old friends. We talked over our drinks, we reminisced over the nights we'd spent up typing to eachother, we compared movies that we'd seen, and for the first time, we talked about who we actually were. I was a little bit started to find out that, in a peripheral sort of way, I knew who she was... she was a gorgeous girl that I had seen now and then at the library, smiling and laughing with some other girls in the political sciences section. I had entertained brief thoughts of introducing myself, but as always, I had shouted myself down.

Her name was Loreli. From the moment she said it, I knew it was going to be my favorite name. It was flowery and exotic, just like her. She was indeed a political sciences major, also studying comparative linguistics. She would periodically say something in a language I did not understand, then giggle and wink at me. It was delightfully infuriating.

[[VirtualRomance1.jpg]]

Over a plate of nachos, we talked about our experiences at college. We shared a few of the same teachers, and next semester we would actually share a class (for one hour on Tuesdays and Thursdays). We resumed our argument over the merits of new music versus old, as we both liked a number of classical and contemporary artists, but our specific favorites rarely overlapped.

"I have no idea how you can call Kiss a crappy band!" she yelled, spilling some of her fruity drink (now orange) onto her hand.

"Granted, I haven't heard as much as you, but when image matters over sound, when it's style over substance, you can't point to the pinnacle of that movement and say that it still had substance!"

"Rock And Roll All Night had no substance?!"

"It was a simple rock anthem with some simple riffs, but it was no God Gave Rock And Roll To You, and even THAT can't hold a candle to Hawkwind."

"Hawkwind, are you fucking serious? Space rock was just an excuse for stoners to feel deep!"

"And Kiss was an excuse for preppies to wear makeup."

"AUGH!"

She glared at me, and then we both dissolved into fits of alcohol-induced laughter. My particular poison was vodka, since you couldn't taste it and it was (theoretically) hangover-free, while Loreli had consumed a small cane harvest of rum and it didn't seem to be affecting her ability to argue with me, or intoxicate me, in the least. Everytime she laughed, I took the opportunity to steal glances at her sweater, which, I was coming to realize, was doing a REMARKABLE job of disguising the feminine curves underneath. I was no expert (well, I suppose if you added up all the time I took staring at busty models, I would be an expert), but she looked to be somewhere well past the traditional maximum of the D cup. It took tremendous effort not to stare directly, but I didn't want to frighten her away tonight... I had whole days to scare her off.

With some startlement, I glanced at the neon wall clock and saw that one AM had come and gone. She saw my gaze, and looked as well. "Gosh, I didn't even notice... and I've hardly had anything to drink!" Her hand waved idly at the three empty glasses that the waitress had not taken away, and I glanced at the fourth which was in her other hand.

"No, of course not," I said seriously. She looked at me, glared, and giggled anew.

"Yeah, well, maybe I had a FEW, but look at you! You're just drinking lemonade, taking advantage of a poor little girl like me..."

"Lemonade? No no no no no, my dear.... Smirnoff Ice. This's got more alcohol than your fruity little Slurpees...."

"Lemon's a fruit, too!"

"At least it's a tough fruit!"

"Bah!" She waved her hand at me, and downed the rest of her drink with an unladylike gulp, finishing with a broad smile. "There. I win."
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And then, with timing that we could not have planned, she hiccupped. She was startled, I was stunned, and we were both drunk... and we just began to laugh, and laugh, and laugh. I she covered her face with her delicate hands, blushing with embarassment, while I tried my hardest not to laugh so hard I was sick. She leaned forwards, resting her shaking had against the table, and I placed my hands on hers in an effort to soothe her.

"It's ok, It's ok, I think just we've had a few too many."

She leaned up again, and I smiled at her, before I saw where she was looking. I glanced down, and there were my hands... on top of hers. Despite talking for hours, we had not actually touched, per se. Her hands were warm, and darker than my own Irish pink. They were small, and smooth, and felt very good there. I looked up, and she looked back. Blushing myself, I took my hands away, and she sighed.

"Come on," she said, reaching for her purse. "Letsh get out of here." She made to stand, but one leg seemed to have different thoughts. I caught her elbow, and her whole body leaned against mine. I was big and Irish, and she was small and Japanese, but we'd both had about the same alcohol. She was feeling it a whole lot more than I was. This close, I could see that her torso was much more lushly upholstered than I had thought. Strange thoughts rose in my mind, and I quashed them while I dropped some bills on the table.

"Drinks are on me," I said, as we slowly, arm in arm, walked out of the pub.


-----------------------
- End Of Part 3 -
-----------------------


Two in the morning. I haven't been awake at two in the morning in such a long time. The last time was probably just before that damn test in November, but right now, tests and time were the furthest things from my mind. The cobblestone pathways that wound their way through the early winter night were lit by the occaisional old-fashioned wrought-iron lamp, casting their warm yellow glow into the chill air. Loreli was a soft heat at my side, walking closely, our legs almost touching, arm in arm. For the time being, we had no destination... we were simply enjoying the night.

"It's chilly," she said, despite her sweater. I was in short sleeves, but I was doing my best to act macho about it. The fact was, I was a little cold, too, but I wasn't about to ruin the mood. Even so, I was gallant, so I had to do something.

"I guess I should escort you back to the girl's dorm... it's late." It hurt to say, but this was only our first meeting, and as much as I really, really wanted to find out why Loreli was WingerGirl, I knew I had to take it slowly.

She sighed, and nodded. "Yeah, I guess so. Uhm..." She stopped, and looked around, her eyes tracking a little slower than usual. We had both imbibed quite a bit, but I knew the only reason she was even standing was because I was so much bigger than her. "Is my dorm that way?"

I had to chuckle. "Girls dorm is this way, just around the Food Services building."

"Ooooooooooohhhhhhhhh.......... ok." We started walking again.

For a little while, we walked in silence. I was smitten, there was no doubt about it. She was smart, she was GORGEOUS, and futa or not, she was packing some serious bosom under her sweater, which i was dying to get a peek at, but had resigned myself to waiting until at least the second date. Possibly the first date, if this wasn't even a date at all. I was bad at keeping track of these things.

"So why do you like Winger's artwork?"

I almost tripped over myself at the question, but somehow stayed standing. For a long moment, I was silent, completely at a loss on how to answer. Apparently sensing my discomfort, she stopped, and turned slightly to stare up at me. She squeezed my arm, and the delightful pressure of her chest against my bicep was reassuring, but my throat was still stuck. I took a deep breath, and closed my eyes, determined.

"Well, I.... just really.... like.... girls, like that....."

She giggled. I opened my eyes, and she had one tiny hand over her mouth. I blinked in confusion, and she tugged on my arm in mock consternation. "Oh, I wasn't laughing at you, just... sort of happy laughing. No-one I've ever asked that question to has ever answered anywhere NEAR that honestly." Turned on her heel, she started walking again, and now I was practically being towed. She was swaying back and forth, still completely with a lack of balance, but she was definitely in charge.

"How many guys havr you asked that question to?"

"Before you? A total of three."

"Huh. Uhm... how did they answer?"

She sighed. "Two never did, and the third one said he didn't really like them, he just liked me, and wanted me to be happy. Wrong answers, all of them, but it was my fault for doing things in the wrong order."

I was confused all over again. "The wrong order?"

"Yeah, find the guy, date the guy, find out if the guy likes futa. THIS time, it's find the guy, find out of the guy likes futa, THEN date the guy."

"Oh." We walked along for about fifty feet. "So does this mean we're..."

And before I knew what was happening, I had an armful of girl being pressed against me. There were arms around my neck, either pulling her up or me down, I didn't know, but our lips met somewhere in the middle. There was a crackle like electricity, and suddenly I couldn't feel or hear anything anymore, except the feel of her lips and the sound of my heartbeat. I couldn't even remember my name for a little while, but that was ok, since no-one asked me for it.

I took a step back, then two, and thumped into the side wall of the Food Services building. There was a pain in my foot (she was standing on my foot to get higher), then a lesser pain in the other (both feet now), and her arms twined tighter around my neck. Acting on instinct, my arms lowered from their startled position straight out from my body until they encircled her tiny waist. I squeezed, lifting her up an inch, and the delicious heft of her bosom against my chest almost knocked me over. Her lips parted, and her tongue poked against mine once, twice, slowly. A tear squeezed from my eye, so much passion and desire that I could barely contain myself.

After four or five months (I wasn't keeping track), we parted. I stared down at her face, aglow in the dim light. Tiny sparkles danced in her eyes, and I could see she was smiling. Instead of being cold, I was now close to overheating. My heart was pounding like a triphammer, my eyes couldn't focus on anything beyond her countenance, and my hands were clenched tightly, clutching the folds of her sweater. I had to remind myself to breathe.

"I hope that answers your question," she said, resting her head against my neck, nuzzling me slightly. I squeezed her again, and I felt her legs flex, since she was now completely suspended off of the ground. My back protesting the weight (and my brain protesting my back for being a wuss), I lowered her to the ground. She took half a step back, our hands clasped between us. Her eyes were huge, dark, bottomless... I never wanted to leave this moment.

A chill wind came up, and the sweat on my body was suddenly converted to tiny diamonds of ice. I shivered, and she giggled. The sound was beginning to become my favorite thing to hear. Still smiling, she said "I think you had best get yourself to bed, young man."

One arm around her waist, the other holding hands in front, we walked the rest of the way to the main entrance of the girls dorm. The lobby was brightly lit, well appointed, unlike the dark and sparse boys dorm. "I've never been here before," I said dumbly, looking around at the fancy couches that lay just beyond the big glass front doors.

"Well, if you play your cards right, you can see them again," she said primly, the effect spoiled by another hiccup and another bout of loss of balance.

"Now now now, I'm taking you to your door, Miss Loreli. If they find you wandering through the flower gardens with a hangover, I'd never forgive myself."

She laughed lightly as we headed inside. The short trip in the elevator was spent in embrace, my front to her back, our hands clasped before her chest (I fancied I could feel her breasts with my wrist, but I was probably imagining it). We walked slowly down the maroon corridor to her room.

"Well... this is me," she said, looking up.

I smiled, and for the first time in my life, went in for the kiss first. It may not have been as fiercely overpowering as the first time, but it was magical nonetheless. She seemed to melt against me, and I found myself holding her up again. Her hands encircled my waist, and squeezed, and they slid down to my rear when she stepped back. I took a deep breath, trying to clear my head.

"And you," I said in response, "are perfect."

It hurt me to watch the door close between us, but I knew it had to happen. I knew her name, I knew her dorm number, and I could call her through the college switchboard anytime. No more e-mails, no more lonely nights... I had met the girl of my dreams, and she had just kissed me goodnight.

I walked back to my dorm in a daze, contemplating true love.

==========
= End Part 4 =
==========


My first thought upon waking was that vodka-dreams, while awesome, were not worth the payment the following morning. I could actually feel my brain cells dying, each one exploding in a tiny sonic flare of nova-light. Even though my head was mostly encased by pillow, and that there was nowhere in the universe as comfortable as where I was laying, I reluctantly raised my head.

"God DAMN, when the hell did YOU get in?" Cal was sitting up on his bed, studying (it was such a peculiar experience to see him reading).

"Hngh?"

"You must have had fun last night with your soccer chick, eh?"

I let that process for about ten seconds, delicately wording my reply. "Hngh?"

Cal leaned up and flipped up my laptop, revealing... my intranet web account. "WingerGirl. Soccer chick, right?"

Despite the hangover, my neurons began flaring with information instead of glorious death. My heart leapt into action, my stomach plummetted, and the rest of me just started to convulse. Explanation, excuses, accusations, what was I going to do? The message didn't have much in it incriminating, no mention of futa. WingerGirl... probably thinking of the soccer position then! I leapt onto that thought like a lion on a paraplegic zebra.

"Yeah, girls soccer team, we.... ow, were talking, we met for some drinks."

"SOME drinks? Buddy, it's eleven AM, you had more than SOME drinks, and I swear, if you tell me you were out that late and you're that drunk and you didn't get some fucking poon, I'm going to slap you."

My head rose, painlessly this time. I stared balefully at him through bloodshot eyes, half my face pale, half flushed. "What I did or did not get is none of your fucking business, so I'll appreciate it if you don't talk about her like that."

Cal blinked, and actually moved back a little bit on his bed. "Yeah, ok, no problem. Christ, have a sense of humor if you're not going to have sex."

I reached over, and on my third try managed to Alt-F4 the browser shut. My face fell into the pillow, and then what Cal had said trickled through to another part of my brain, and I knew something startling and amazing.

It hadn't been a dream.

The drinks, the sweater, the kiss, oh God the kiss... it had been real. Loreli. Her name was Loreli. Her dorm number. I could call her. I should call her. Cal left, slamming the door behind him, causing the two hemispheres of my brain to vibrate apart, and I decided to call her after a shower and some coffee. I looked over, frightened. Someone had moved the bathroom farther away while I slept. I'd never make it....

-------------------------

An hour later, properly cleansed, shaved, and chock full of caffiene, I felt considerably more human. The fact that I had not ONCE thought of anything other than Loreli might have helped, too, since thinking of her just sort of made everything seem better. I sat at my computer, sipping my fourth coffee, feeling the ibuprophen start to work, working the kinks out of my neck.

It was a Saturday morning, and outside the dorm window I could see throngs of people heading home for the holidays. I wasn't scheduled to leave until Sunday, where I would take the bus back home, and try to go three solid weeks without pummelling my family. I was saddened, realizing Loreli was heading back, too, probably today. I was a little alarmed, fearing I'd missed her.

I grabbed for the phone, and there was an interminalble, agonizing period where I had to wait for the automated menu system to eventually give me the number for the dorm switchboard. I'd never had to use the local phone system before (who the hell did I have to call?), and suddenly I couldn't possibly get through fast enough. I punched the buttons for the girls dorm, waited... punched the buttons for current inhabitants (why would I call PAST inhabitants?), waited... and then, at long last, punched in 436.

And waited.

It rang.

I waited.

Time stopped.

I waited.

There was a click.

For a long moment, I thought I had been disconnected, there was nothing but silence on the line. Someone had cut me off, or someone had picked up and hung up. Had I gotten the number wrong? I had to get over to her dorm now, I had to find her before she left, I couldn't lose her.

"Hngh?"

I blinked, and chuckled. "I called too early, didn't I?"

"Hgno hgno hgno, you called just... ow, on time. It's.... wow, noon. Is it still December?"

"No, it's early Spring. You've been reported as missing. I decided I should try to find you myself."

"Oh, good. Have someone declare me dead so my head will stop hurting."

We shared a laugh, but I could hear her wince, too. "I can call back, if you want. You sound like you need medical attention. I can call the school nurse for you if you want, but only if you promise to take pictures."

She giggled again. "Ow," she said, "don't make me laugh, it... ow, my brain."

"I hear you there. I had that an hour ago. Now I'm chock full of coffee and painkillers, but despite all that, all I can think about is... is how much fun I had last night, with you."

"Awwww," she said softly, and I could almost feel her breath on my ear. "That's the nicest thing anyone's ever said to me the morning after. I just wish I could be there to say it in person."

"I can be there in five point three minutes."

Another laugh. "Oooohhhh, too soon, loverboy. I look like hell right now, and I smell like tequila and blue. I need a shower."

"I can be there in FOUR point three minutes."

"Hehehe. There there, there's plenty of time. I'll tell you what. What would you say to a nice afternoon donut?"

"I'd probably say 'Donut, where's Loreli?'"

"Well, you find that donut around two, and I'll be there."

I said I'd be there, and she hung up. She did sound a little worse for wear, and I could hardly ask her to stay on the line feeling like that. I entertained myself with a brief fantasy involving her, tequila, a shower, and the nurse, and then started to get ready to meet Loreli at the Coffee Hole, the campus donut shop.

It was going to be a good day.


------------------
- End Part 5 -
------------------



The Coffee Hole was pretty busy, filled with students armed with suitcases and duffel bags, getting their last coffee and last donut of the semester before heading home for the holidays. I got there early because I knew there was going to be zero chance of actually finding a place to sit, and by the time I got back outside, armed with two coffees and a bag of donuts, I could see Loreli heading across the campus.

This was the first time I had truly seen her from a distance, and she was magnificent. Her hair bobbed in the afternoon light, her smile was a shimmering rainbow. I could see her squinting against the effects of her own hangover, which had to be equally magnificent. She moved closer, and I took my time to admire the gentle heft and softness of her bosom, which was clad in a slightly better-fitting green top, and the wiggle of her hips under a completely different (but still similar to the previous night's) black skirt.

"You have to learn how to walk with the sun behind you," I said, "so people will see how angelic you are."

She walked up right in front of me, giggling. "We both have hangovers, you're holding donuts, and you still can't stop with the silly compliments."

"I can stop."

"No."

We shared a laugh and started to walk, heading for the garden area. We sipped our coffees, chewed our donuts (she even CHEWED cutely.... how cool is THAT?!) and we tried to shield our remaining cones and rods from the harsh radiation blasting out of the ball of fire that hung in the sky. "Has anyone figured out why this world orbits a giant ball of fire?"

"Well, originally it orbited a giant ball of ice cream, but the winters were brutal."

"Wusses."

As we walked, I just became more and more amazed that she was even here with me. She was breathtaking, in form and style. I could barely stand it... this sort of thing isn't supposed to happen to me. I've never been lucky in love. Love has always been something that my friends were blessed with, whereas I was usually blessed with unrequited lust and affection. I didn't know if it was love yet, but it was sure as hell something more than lust (even if everytime she walked and everytime her chest bounced, something inside me went twanngggg).

"So I guess you're going home today?" She was trying to sound nonchalant, but it seemed forced.

I nodded. "Yeah.... yeah."

"What time?"

"Uhm, I'm supposed to call a cab at six so I can take Greyhound at eight, so I can be home first thing in the morning."

"Sounds exciting."

We walked some more. I finished the donuts, she finished her coffee. I was nervous around her, as I always was with girls the day after a date. I never knew what I was supposed to do, supposed to say, how I was supposed to act. Did I embarrass myself the previous night? Did I do something drunkenly wrong? Did she expect me to be more affectionate now, or less? Someday I would develop psychic powers and figure it out, but right then, I was worried, close to panic.

"I'm supposed to leave tonight, too," Loreli said as we walked. "My family, well... they'll probably just be happy to get me away from people for a while, but I doubt they'll want me to be with them enough for it to matter."

I looked down at her, concerned. "What do you mean? That doesn't sound very Christmassy to me..."

She sighed. "No, it doesn't, does it?"

Sensing something unspoken, I reached out, and took her tiny, delicate hand in mine. It was cold, even for the brisk weather, but my hand easily enveloped hers, and it warmed right away. She leaned slightly against me as we walked.

"You really like me, don't you? Not just 'Wow, she's got wicked tits', or anything, but.... you actually like me."

I stared down at her, eyes wide. "Well... of course. You're fun, you're smart, and despite an inexplicable love for bad music, we have a lot in common."

She chuckled and punched his arm. "I'm not the one who confessed to liking the Spice Girls."

"What? Sporty's hot, AND she can wail when they let her! I just... yes, I really like you." There, he had said it, no sugar-coating. Her hand tightened in his, and he smiled.

Their travels slowly led them away from the gardens, back towards the campus. "So.... you like me, and I like you. We like eachother. It's a match made in heaven and alcohol."

I smiled. "Well, I suppose that's true, but now the alcohol's gone and you look even MORE gorgeous than before."

"And you still haven't mentioned why I called myself WingerGirl."

"Uhm.... " I blushed, swallowed, tried again. "Well, you mentioned it last night, right before you, uhm... you know, kissed me, and I figured that would be something you'd talk about when you had time, and I didn't want to force anything on you, you know, when you're ready, and it was a really GOOD kiss, and I just didn't think about it last night, I was having a lot of fun, and..."

"You're babbling."

"And I'm babbling, yes, I was getting to that."

She held my arm close to her, and I was acutely aware of just how curve-hugging her sweater was. "Would you like to come up to my room for a little bit?"

It did not take a whole lot of thought.

"Ok."


--------------------------------


The girls dorm rooms were nice, and larger, and better-painted than the boys, as I suspected. Loreli had a bed AND a couch, and a desk and a little kitchenette hutch, and throw rugs, and throw pillows, and little frilly things on the draped... it was like a small apartment. "I am so jealous right now," I said as she led me inside.

It took me a moment to make the other important connection, though. The other bed, opposite the couch and desk, was bare, and the shelves on that side were empty. "Hey, did your roommate leave...?" I started to ask.

I say started to ask, because I was barely halfway through 'leave' when I was more or less attacked by slightly more than five feet of perfection. She must have jumped, since her arms were locked behind my neck and her mouth was pressed, hard, against mine. I had to wrap my own arms around her before I lost my balance, and then lean back against the wall just to stay upright. I could feel her soft chest against mine, and all at once I was struggling to keep from fainting.

In what may have been an hour, she slowly broke the kiss, and took a deep, shuddering breath. Her arms loosened, and she slowly sagged away from me. I lowered her back to the ground reluctantly.

"Yes, she left," Loreli said with a wink. "This morning. She didn't want to go, though... she said she wanted to meet my guy."

"Well, so would I," I said with a smile, "although I must say, I might be overcome with jealousy."

"Don't worry, I sent him away. I told him I had to do naughty, naughty things to the competition."

I stared down at her, overcome with emotion. Her smile was so wide, so happy, I felt almost as if I could fly. She stepped back, and reluctantly I let her go. I was considerably less reluctant about it, though, when she reached down and slowly, ever so slowly, lifted her sweater up.

It fell to the ground in a fluffy, velvety pile, but I was too entranced by her figure to notice. She wore only a red bra, made all the more stunning by her dusky skin.

[[VirtualRomance3.jpg]]

"I.... wow," I said, feeling my jeans grow a little tighter for some reason.

She blushed, bringing her hands together bashfully, pressing her breasts together, pushing them up and out. My eyes almost crossed, and she giggled. "Well, I'm glad you like me so far," she said. I started to nod, but I was struck still again as she continued.

Moving her hips back and forth, slowly, sensuously, she slipped one hand under the waist of her skirt, and her other hand slid down her thighs, grabbing the hem and pulling up. More of her gorgeous legs were exposed, and I could see the intensely sexy upper curve of her white panties. Turning sideways and wiggling her butt rather cutely, she started to slide her skirt down, down, down. She stepped out of it, and slowly turned to face me, chewing delicately on her lip, hands fluttering at her sides like frightened birds.

"Oh.... wow," I said again. At first, with her back to me, she seemed 100% female.... gorgeous and practically poured into white smooth panties and a lacy red bra, but as she turned, I could see.... more of her.

The bulge in her panties was more than substantial, the fabric taut but still firm. They must have been specially modified to shape the bulge down, because otherwise I definitely would have seen the bulge through the skirt. She turned to face me more, her hips gently wagging back and forth, my eyes following it intently. I felt the blush rise in my cheeks, and I could see it rising in hers.

"Well.... what do you think?"

I could barely say anything, I could barely nod my head. "You're..... gorgeous."

She curtsied a little at the complement, one hand on her hips, the other sliding accross her chest, and my eyes bugged out a little bit more when I saw her white panties start to fill out even more.

"I, uh... I told you I was big," she said as the bulge grew bigger, filling out like a waterballoon attached to a slow hose. There was a faint stretching sound from the fabric as the bulge expanded in her lap, touching the upper slopes of her thighs, the shapes underneath becoming more distinct as the white cotton got thinner and thinner. In moments, it had gone from as big as my fist to as big as her adorable head, and from what I could tell, everything down there was still wonderfully, gloriously soft.

I stepped forwards, and she stepped towards me. I leaned down, and out lips met, and the electric tingle that shot through my body was nothing compared to the one I felt when her slowly expanding undies pressed against my crotch.

"No-ones.... ever..... liked it.... before...." she said breathlessly as we kissed, her hands around my back, nails digging into my shirt, pulling my closer.

"I.... love... it..." I said back to her as she pulled me over to the bed.

-----------------------
- END OF PART 6 -
-----------------------


